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of Ireland. Neither does folk-lore like the fol-
lowing seem to ring true:

Near Colooney, in Sligo [says Mr. McAnally],
there is a "knowlageable woman," whose grand-
mother's aunt once witnessed a fairy ball, the mu-
sic for which was furnished by an orchestra which
the management had no doubt been at great pains
and expense to secure and instruct.

It was the cutest sight alive. There was a place
for thim to shtand on, an' a wondherful big fiddle
av the size ye cud slape in it, that was played be a
monsthrous frog, an* two little fiddles, that two
kittens fiddled on, an* two big drums, baten be
cats, an* two trumpets, played be fat pigs. All
round the fairies were dancin' like angels, the fire-
flies givin' thim light to see by, an' the moonbames
shinin' on the lake, for it was be the shore it was,
an' if ye don't belave it, the glen's still there, that
they call the fairy glen to this blessed day.

When were fireflies imported into Ireland,
where even glowworms are scarce? When a
writer is certainly inaccurate in his dialect,
and makes old women see fireflies in Ireland,
one is inclined to doubt everything, and cer-
tainly to doubt this piece of folk-lore. It is far
too ingenious, and sounds like a modern nurs-
ery tale from German sources. Fairies are
described by the peasantry as much like mor-
tals: sometimes a man will meet them and
dance with them before he knows who they